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Who the fuck opens a diner at 4:00 AM? And how the fuck has said fucker found not just one, but two 
misfortunes to work there at such an ungodly hour. 

There was never anyone in there whenever they peered in the windows. 


Well, no one else except for one boy parked up behind the cash register and the other one usually perched up 
on the counter. Clearly ignoring whatever task he was getting paid to do. 


Cliff and James had thought they were both chicks the first few times they saw them. 


And what was this? The fucking 50s? Their ratty uniforms looked straight out of a B list Grease-on-Broadway 
production. How the diner had the money to pay their wages at such an unnecessary hour, but not finance a 
proper uniform beat the fuck out of them. 


The lights inside were warm in color. The red neon sign flickered above the door. As always. Like it had every 


time they passed since they started working the night shift 2 months ago. 
The crickets sang in the humid San Francisco air. Air conditioners hummed from various nearby buildings. The 
squeaking of the duct-tape on James’ beat up sneakers added to the ambient noise that surrounded them at 


this time in the morning. As they got off their shift in the local sticker factory. 


Fuck they needed a new job. At least it provided a steady income as they tried to get the band together. That 
was the only thing keeping them working there. 


Cliff had a working theory, about the diner. They were there to accept the hoard of drunk fucks who would 
emerge from closed local bars. Pick up whatever business was going. Feed them and accept whatever tips they 


were offered with a smile. 


Which if was true was probably a horrible fucking idea. They both looked barely 20 and could be snapped like a 
pair of twigs. 


They'd never gone in. Something they always meant to do, but never actually got around to doing. The heavy 
warmth in the air and the late night always told them to just go home. Bury their heads in feathery pillows 


and maybe try again tomorrow. 


They said they were going to try again tomorrow. Like always. They'd been awake for like lb hours or 


something. 
They talked. Cliff smoked. James peered into the diner. 


And made direct eye contact with one of the boys inside. 
Shit. 


Shitshitshit. 


He looked away as soon as their eyes met. Not before he saw the other boy's face melt in the biggest shit 


eating grin he'd ever seen. 


Cliff blew out a puff of smoke. James kicked a stone ahead of him, looking straight down at the concrete 
underfoot. 


The ring of the bell shattered the silence of the night as the door flung open. 


"Hey. Hey! Are you guys coming in or what? C'mon we're bored as shit" 


The boy stood at the door was short, like really short. He kept the door open with one hand, swinging slightly 
off of it. Eyes blown wide with excitement, almost as if he caught a prey he had been gunning for. 


James stood stock still as he turned to face the boy at the door. Almost as if he wasn't real. As if he didn't 
really exist outside the confines of that God forsaken diner at this God forsaken hour of the morning. 


"C'mon don't be fucking weird We see you walk by every night" 


James didn't feel he had a choice but to step forward towards the boy waiting impatiently at the door. His 


attention getting caught on his doe eyes and small frame. 


The boys smile grew even wider somehow as James and Cliff drew closer. "Welcome to Bob's diner" He almost 


whispered when they got close, extending a hand. “Im Lars by the way." 

James shook it more vigorously then he intended 

"James" 

"Pleasure" He smiled, before leading them both inside. 

The first thing James and Cliff were struck by was the warmth. Heater up too the max. 


The second thing they were struck by was the heavy smell of spirits wafting around the beat up diner. Quiet 


rock n roll music played from a boom box on a windowsill, next to a clearly broken juke box. 
So close to being identifiable, James just couldn't put his finger on what sorg it was. 
Whatever this so-called 'retro' diner could have been had been lost through years of neglect. 


It was kind of charming though. James thought. Like the kind of spot he imagined himself hanging out in after 


school. In his fantasy world where he didn't have to be home for evening mass. 
The other boy peered out from behind the cash register. Clearly much shyer than his friend. His curly black 
hair seemed to cloud his head and shape his face. Sallow skin and dark eyes. Similar slight frame, maybe a bit 


taller. 


"Kirk! We have company!" Lars chimed. His voice tinged with some foreign accent. James couldn't put his finger 


on it either. Not that it mattered. European anyways. 


Everything felt familiar, just slightly off. 


Kirk smiled softly as he walked from behind the counter, wearing the same ratty red uniform as his colleague. 


As if like a choreographed dance, Kirk grabbed two menus, while Lars spun the boys into a booth against the 


window, opposite seats, facing each other. 
The red leather underneath them cracked with age. 


"So what's your deal anyways? Why have you never come in We see you pass like every fucking night. You got 


some chick back home waiting with her legs open at 4 in the morning huh?" 

Who the fuck did this kid think he was. 

"Uh no" 

"Didn't think so." Lars smiled, as he sat himself on the table. He whipped a well bitten pen out of his pocked. His 
teeth gnawing on the top. His tongue flicking over it. He pulled out a small palm sized note pad from the same 


pocket and flipped it open. 


Why did James find it kind of hot? He couldn't even put his finger on why. Something about his fucking 
loudmouth attitude mixed with a look of pure innocence. ‘Butter wouldn't melt in my mouth’ type look 


Yeah right. 
Sure dude. 
"\W-" 


"So what would you like to order. And don't worry, it's on the house. It isn’t all too often we have such pretty 


boys stay at our diner." He continued, winking at James. 


What the fuck is happening. He felt a heat creep into his cheeks. Lars sat on the table, almost sucking on the 
top of his pen and winking at him was borderline pornographic. 


A snort of laughter erupted from Cliff as he threw his head back, snapping James out of his thoughts. "You 
don't beat around the bush do you." the bassist replied. 


"| don't see the point in that really. Life is too fucking short for small talk. Plus its been too damn long since 
we've had anything besides sleazy truckers and moms with their kids in here.” 


"Well in that case, I'll have a beer and a burger. I'm Cliff by the way." He replied, handing the menu back to 
Kirk, who took it with a smile. 


‘Lovely to meet you Cliff. Love the bellbottoms." The brunette smiled, not looking up from his pad. "And what 
about you blondie? You want anything?" his heart shaped lips capturing the end of the pen again, pointed 
tongue sliding over the top. James forced himself to look up to meet the waiters eyes. 

"| dunno, maybe like fries and a Pepsi" 

Nailed it. 

"Perfect" Lar's face screwed up as he scribbled his note. "I mean it's not like | need to write it down, but shit 
man, all part of ‘the authentic experience here’ or whatever fuckin’ Bob has us say. We'll be right back. Don't 
fucking leave. Okay." 

"We won't" James found himself saying. 

Did that sound cringey? Fuck that probably sounded so fucking lame. Clearly a rhetorical question and- 


"Great" He heard Lars whisper, his sarcastic tone gone for once as he slid off the table. 


Lars and Kirk disappeared behind the wall into the kitchen. A small gap allowed them to peer out of it into 


restaurant. 

Even from he was sat, James could hear them laugh and whisper together. Stood shoulder to shoulder. Hands 
would grasp arms as they cupped each other's ear's and threw their heads back in laughter. Working together 
at the grill like they were joined at the hip. 

Whatever their conversation was must have been fucking hysterical. 


And he couldn't help but notice that they seemed..close. Like, really close. 


Like ‘probably enjoy having the night alone together every night so they can blow and fuck each other in the 


men's bathroom’ close. 


They'd probably make a cute couple he thought absentmindedly. Hot in the same way he found two chicks 
making out hot. 


But they weren't chicks. Clearly. 
That probably made it better. 
Whatever. He was there for fries and a Pepsi. Not a lay. 


l0 or so minutes later, they arrived back from the kitchen. Meals and drinks in hand. 


"Bon Appetit, mon ami" Kirk chirped, appalling fake French accent to boot, before sliding into the booth with 
Cliff, bumping shoulders with him. Lars slid James' order to him before abruptly turning around. 


"Gimme a second. | just gotta check something." Lars bounded behind the counter. Only the top of his feathered 
hair was visible as he rooted around in the shelves under cash register. A couple seconds later his hand 


reappeared, brandishing an unopened bottle of vodka. 
"Ah ha" he muttered, before standing to his full height behind the counter. 


"This, good sirs, it to commemorate you two finally coming in here after God knows how fucking long. And no 
we're not fucking weird keeping a full bottle for this occasion, it was just a lucky coincidence. Its not like Kirk 


and | have anything better to be doing in the small hours except get drunk and talk shit now do we." 


Walking back to Cliff and James, he uncapped the bottle before sliding in next to James in the booth. "Enjoy 


man" He added, a sly grin taking over his face once more. This close James could see him all that bit clearer. 


Ears pierced. Long lashes, big green eyes. Little dots of acne fading on his chin. Mole above his left eye. The 


fucker was cute. He knew it too. 

"| can tell we're going to get along Squirt" James found himself saying, 
"Great. But don't call me squirt, ok, tm not that short! 

"If you say so." 


James and Cliff dug into their meals. Lars and Kirk each took a swig of the Vodka. Faces scrunched up. 

A couple minutes of comfortable silence passed as they ate. Cliff offered some fries to Kirk, who took them 
wish a gracious smile. Lars stole some of James without his permission Initially trying to sneak them before 
James took note and angled them towards him. 


"Tok 


Probably meant ‘thank you' in whatever place he was from James guessed. That whole continent was a blur to 
him, could have be anything from Polish to Icelandic and he wouldn't know the difference. Though that specific 


accent was starting to sound real nice to his ears. 


A couple more minutes passed. Lars chatted with Cliff and Kirk, leaning over the table to join their 
conversation. Still picking away at the fries, he uncapped James’ Pepsi in the meantime, catching the blonde's 


attention as he gulped back the cola. 


He slid back down in his seat, losing interest in the other's conversation. Something to do with horror movies 


or comics or something. 


Green eyes met blue. 
"So like what's your deal anyways?" Lars piped up. 


"What do you mean?" James replied, mouth half full, looking over at the brunette. "Like why we're working 


late?" 
"Whatever you wanna say man" 


| mean, we work nights at the fucking sticker factory. You know the one just down the street. Like we always 


meant to come in, but like, its always like, fucking four in the morning, always too tired. Y'know." 


Lars paused for a minute, stealing another fry before replying. "You say ‘like' too much." He tutted. "I thought 


you were the one who was supposed to be good at English, American 
Cocky little shit. 
His English was very good though, 


"Jeez thanks for your astute observation, short shit. It's called being a quite person, maybe you should try it 


some time. I'm sure you're a constant joy to be around." 
His voice was dripped with sarcasm, but the words were true. 


He probably wouldn't use the term ‘joy’, but fun, anyways. It had been a long time since he had met someone 
so, Captivating? His exact ‘type'? He wasn't sure. But he could see this becoming a routine. 


And judging by the fingers creeping around his bicep, Lars was ready for this to become a routine too. Fuck 
this guy was so shameless in everything he did Yet James found himself kind of loving it. It had felt like so 
long since he got any fucking attention, between working during the night and not getting booked for gigs. Plus 


his recent flare ups of acne was not helping matters. 
Having the cute, mouthy brunette hang off of him felt nice. He guessed the vodka now floating around in Lar's 
system was only making him more clingy. The couple drinks floating around in his own system was making it 


feel better. 


He didn't reply though, for once Lars fell silent, listening back into whatever conversation Kirk and Cliff were 
having. They seemed to be getting along really well also. 


Horror magazines and comic books spilled over the table in reckless abandon. 


"Do you like music?" Lars piped up from beside him, catching him off guard. Of all the things that stuck out 


about guy, he hadn't struck him as someone overly interested in music. Well at least not outside of fucking 


Michael Jackson or Madonna or whatever. Maybe some Van Halen or Aerosmith if he was lucky. 
"Uhh, yeah | love music—" 

"Do you listen to heavy metal?" 

Wait stop. Did he just say heavy metal? Stop. Fuck off 


He definitely hadn't pegged his as a metal fan. Metalheads had bullet belts, leather cuffs, hard expressions and 


mad drawls in their voices. 
They weren't short, foreign and baby faced. 
"Do you listen to heavy metal?" was all he found he could reply. 


Wow, James, conversationalist of the year. ‘Your single greatest passion and love comes up and that's all you 


can say: 

"Yeah manl | love it. The British stuff is the best. Sabbath Iron Maiden. Motorhead" Lars beamed, coming to 
life right beside him. "Ill never forget my first concert man, Deep Purple in Copenhagen Haven't seen anything 
like it." 

Copenhagen. That's in Germany, right? 

Now wasn't the time to embarrass himself due to his lack of geographic knowledge. 


Especially not in front of this guy who had clearly taken an interest in him. 


But still. This dude liked heavy metal? And not just any heavy metal, but the British stuff. The stuff he and 
Cliff had been obsessing over. Shit like Ozzy and- 


He felt almost at a loss for words. 

He found some somehow. 

"Dude, | fucking love all that, I've got ‘Paranoid’ and ‘Machine head' and the Number of the Beast all on record 
and some bootlegs and stuff." He found himself rambling." You should totally come over to mine one day so we 
can listen to them." 


"I'd love that." Lars' smiled up at him. "It's a date." 


If you say so, squirt" 


Instinctively, he threw his arm around Lars' shoulder, dragging him closer in his seat. His fingers tangled 
themselves in the other boys soft brown hair. 


Fuck, was this too much? Lars seemed not to think so, throwing his feet onto the seat and leaning back 


further onto the blonde. James took note of the beat up white high tops he wore. 
He should have noticed them earlier. 


Lars, who was now half drunk and leaning against him. Lars, who didn't know him at all, yet felt comfortable 


enough to hold onto him like they had been lifelong best friends. 
"Are you this comfortable with everyone man?" 


"| dunno. Kinda. It depends on the person doesn't it. It's not like I'd go up to a stranger and give them a hug and 


a smack on the lips." 
"Dude, l'm a stranger." 
"No you're not.” 


And with that a warm hand landed on his thigh. The pads of his fingers running up and down in time with the 


music spilling out of the boom box. 
Fuck, how many shots was he in. Three? Four? More? He wasn't that much of a light weight, surely. But 
everything felt comfortable. And dizzy and good and the hum of Kirk and Cliff's conversation drowned out any 


ounce of awkwardness. 


No, he wasn't here for a lay, but that didn't stop him from wondering if it was a motel or a set of 
apartments two blocks over. And if they accepted walk ins at 4 o'clock on a Thursday Morning. 


And what Lars would look in some scummy motel bed. Sprawled out in stale bedsheets well fucked and satisfied. 
James found himself reaching out for the bottle before downing another shot. 
That's it no more. Its a good place to be. Not drunk, not sober. Just nice. 


If anything happens, it happens. If it doesn't, oh well. He'd go home and jerk off. At least now he had a new 
fantasy that he didn't have I2 hours ago. 


Eyes shifted up to meet Cliff's easy gaze. Eyes that were very aware of what was going on in front of him. 
Hands fell into the pocket of his jean jacket and produced a pack of cigarettes. 


He waved them in front of James. Lips moving, whispering ‘do you want some space?! 


A subtle nod in response was enough for Cliff to nudge Kirk sat beside him. 
"lim going out for a smoke, wanna come with?" 


Kirk beamed up at Cliff. He closed the comic in front of him, rolling it up and stuffing it in his pocket. "Sure." 
They shifted out of their seat, still talking and laughing as the bell rang and the door slammed shut. 


Alone now 

Still the kid might be an axe murderer. He hadn't struck him as a heavy metal fan. Whose to say he wasn't 
waiting with a fucking switchblade to chop his dick off and steal the $ll in his pockets. Ted Bundy charmed his 
way to murder sure. 

Does he have crazy eyes? 


No, they're just big and green and would look great fluttered closed and glazed over. 


One slender leg slung over his own. Lars shifting his whole body towards him, arm resting on the back of the 
seat. 


"What fucking time is it anyways. It must be past 5 by now. You tired at all or anything?" 
No, not at all. He felt very fucking awake, very awake for the Godforsaken time in the morning anyways. 


But he didn't know if that was the answer Lars wanted. It seemed more like a litmus test rather than small 


talk As the European said himself, he hated small talk. 


Another leg swung over his. He could feel Lars edging his way onto his lap. To timid though to go the full way 
for once. His ass still planted on the cracked leather of the booth. 


"Yeah, a bit. | dunno man," 
A crooked smile cracked on Lars' face. 


"Yeah, usually Kirk and | walk to his, conk out on the sofa and wake up at midday. If we're real tired, we book 


into the motel three blocks over." 
With that, James pulled him fully onto his lap. 
Lars cleared his throat and asked again. 


"You tired?" 


His fingers running up and down James jawline, thumbing the pockets of acne scars on his cheeks. 


Faces so close they could feel each other's breath on their cheek 
James’ hands found their way to Lars’ waist, anchoring him there. No backing out now. 

ery" 

"Same. Maybe you should come with me" 

The woman at the front desk gave them a look Throwing her eyes over at Lars in disgust. 

"There are two rooms available if you want 

The small brunette smiled up at her, unabashed, Doing fairly well given his half-intoxicated state. Most of it 
had worn off James by the time they arrived at the motel, but he could tell Lars’ alcohol tolerance didnt align 
with the amount he drank. 


Half full glass bottle of Pepsi brought with him. 


"No, thank you, we're on a budget" Lars said, handing over the money stolen from the cash register, the 


woman's face souring further as she handed over a key. 
And it wasn't a lie to be fair. They were on a budget. But that was just a convenience. 
The inside of the room was exactly as James had pictured. 


Textured cream walls, the corners darkened with mold. The singular bed in the middle of the room dressed in a 


floral duvet, the fabric rouge and scratchy to the touch. 

Weirdly comfortable. Like he'd stayed there a million times before. Familiar in the way the diner was familiar 
and the music playing from the boom box was familiar. The same way talking with and touching Lars was 
familiar. 


Lars, had now thrown himself back on the bed, his hair fanned out around his head arms thrown over his face. 


His lithe body stretched out on the cheap comforter, the heat of the Californian night getting to the 


Scandinavian. 
"Its hot as shi-" 


"You're fucking gorgeous like that." James barely registered the words before they slipped out. 


A laugh came from Lars, lifting up his forearms to look at James. 


The guitarist kneeled down at the edge of the bed, crawling up until his face was level with Lars’, never 


breaking eye contact. 


"You're not too bad yourself" A delicate hand reached into blonde hair, tucking it behind his ear. His other hand 


coming to rest over his shoulder reaching behind to the nape of his neck. 


And just like that, James closed the distance between them, leaning down to capture Lars’ lips in his own, 
feeling the smaller man instinctively open his mouth in response. Large, calloused hands moved up and down 


Lars' body. One hand coming to spread Lars’ legs apart further, the other hand roaming around the small of 


his back, arched off the bed in pleasure. 


In between the kiss, mewls of pleasure escaped out of Lars' lips, only getting louder as he felt those hands 
continue to rake over his body, every nerve in his body coming alight. His own hands finding the hem of James’ 
tank top, weakly trying to pull it over his head. James took the hint, reluctantly breaking the kiss to discard it, 
hearing the dull thud of it hitting the ground before he felt Lars pull him right back down again. 


Those foreign words found their way onto Lars' tongue again, spilling out of him in. God they sounded so good 
on James' ear. The heat of the room caused their skin to stick together, their hair quickly dampening with 


sweat. 


He moved his hand to the growing bulge in Lars’ pants, enjoying the feeling of the smaller man stiffening 
underneath him. "Yeah, like that, keep going." that accented voice feverishly urged, moaning further as the hand 


massaged him, those skilled hands knowing exactly where to touch and press and grip, as if a second nature. 


Lars’ lips left James’, moving to his jawline, just under his ear . Sucking and nipping slightly, leaving little marks 


and small trails of saliva as he moved his mouth to his Adam's apple. "Fuck Lars." 


Taking all the strength within him, Lars pushed James off of him, flipping them over so he found himself 
straddling the other man's waist, his slender legs coming to rest on either side of James‘. He worked on the 
buttons of his uniform, struggling as he felt all dexterity leave his body. He hissed as he felt James' hips 
instinctively buck into his. 


seconds before one of James hands reached up to his chest before pulling on it roughly, ripping the top two 
buttons clean off. 


"Shit man, now I'm gonna have to explain that to my Mom." He laughed, kicking off his pants quickly before 
settling back down on James' hips. Shrugging the shirt off, it slipped over his narrow shoulders to rest at his 
waist and forearms. 


The dim glow of the motel light circled his head like a halo. Sat on him, James couldn't fathom how he looked 
almost angelic for the second time that night. 


‘Butter wouldn't melt in his mouth. Type look 
Maybe it wouldn't. 


Even if the guy was clearly not innocent. Hooking up with a guy you've just met is not typically the 


characteristic of a cherub. 


He felt Lars shift, moving to trail his lips over the taunt skin over his chest, panting kisses lower and lower 
until he reached the button of James’ jeans. 


He made quick work of them, his senses coming back to him as he undid them and pushed them down to his 
thighs, taking his underwear with him. 


His hand moved up and down James’ length a few times, the blonde tossing his head back as he felt the 
warmth of Lars! mouth sink around him. He moved his hand to rest softly in that feathered brown hair, his 
skull feeling small and almost delicate as he gripped it weakly. Not pressing down, letting him work at his own 


pace. 


Lars sunk further onto him, opening up his throat to taking more of him Clearly not his first time. His tongue 


moving up and down. The warmth of the room enhancing the sensations tenfold. 


"Fuck, Lars, you're so good..." He continued petting his head, feeling it bob up and down as he tried to find his 
rhythm. 


Lars simply hummed and moaned in response, eyes flicking up to meet James’, filled with lust and glazed over. 
Just like James had envisioned back in the diner. But ten times fucking better. 
body clamber along him until it sat atop him once more. 


His hand flew up automatically to grip Lars' waist. His other hand moving to Lars' own cock, watching how his 


eyes fluttered shut as he let himself go. 
James snapped himself out of his own bliss for a second "Have you got a-" 


"Yeah, they're in my bag... fuck James. Gimme a minute." He leaned down once more, meeting James half way 


as he needily sucked at his tongue and mouth, moaning as he felt James’ teeth bite down on his bottom lip. 


He reluctantly separated himself, climbing off the bed to root around the front pocket of his beat up rucksack. 
Fuck if this guy wasn't prepared James thought, watching as Lars returned brandishing a condom and small 


bottle of lube. 


"So you just keep those things with you at all times?" he teased, not missing the flush that passed over Lars’ 
cheeks as he settled back on the bed. 


"Oh shut the fuck up. Says the guy whose hopped into bed with someone he's never met before. Afraid I've 
got something James? Clearly, since I'm sooo promiscuous" He laughed, but his face didn't hide the hint of 
sincerity that came with his words. Embarrassed, almost. 

"No | didn't say that, instead I'd use the word organized” 

The signature shit eating grin returned to Lars’ face. 

"Good save. Tak." 

Their lips found each other again, their bodies moving together, almost in synch. James' back leaning against 
the pillows and headboard, Lars coming to rest on his lap, lifting himself up on his legs. The bed springs 
creaking loudly with each singular movement they made. Singing in time with the cut-off gasps of Lars and 
breathless grunts of James. 

He rolled the condom on before his hand found it's way to the bottle of lube, popping it open and spreading a 
generous amount around his fingers. He reached around Lars body, feeling a soft hand grip his wrist as they 


guided him towards his entrance. 


The first finger slipped in with little resistance. He felt Lars go limp on his lap. The arms thrown around his 
shoulders and legs around his waist shuddered as he relaxed the lower half of his body. 


He slipped the second finger in, feeling the arms around his neck tighten slightly. The panting and gasping in his 


ear breaking off into soft cries and mewls. 
He slipped the final finger in, a loud guttural moan spilling from Lars as he did. 


He wriggled in his lap, thrashing around impatiently. "Hurry the fuck up man" James found the spot in him that 


sent him into spasms. 
"Hurry up and fuck me." 
With that he removed his fingers, quickly slicking himself with the remaining lube before pushing in 


Lars' chest heaved against James’. The blonde feeling how the other boy trembled in his arms as he settled 
himself. A litany of foreign words escaping his through his lips as James started to move inside him. 


"C'mon. Faster." He breathed into James' ear, kissing along his jawline once more. Moaning freely and loudly, 


listening out for whatever noises James made. His soft moans and grunts going straight to his cock. 
He picked up his pace, slamming his hips into Lars, both completely losing themselves in the sensations. 


Snapping his hips up, he his the spot inside Lars once more, his hand coming to stroke him with the same 


rhythm. 

"Yes... fuck keep going...please..James.please." His voice needy, dropping low to a whisper. 
Hips snapped. Once, twice. 

"Fuck Lars, you feel so good" He breathed out. 

He breathed in Lars, 

Three times. 

"Lars... l'm going to.." He repeated. 

"Please do... 
Four times. It was over. 


The came together, James’ exhausted body collapsed down on the pillows behind him, dragging Lars with him as 
the legs around his hips and the arms around his shoulders loosened their grip. 


Soft kisses still being planted on his cheek and throat as he moved to pull out of Lars. 
"Fuck man... 


They settled down completely on the bed together, Lars' head tucking underneath James jaw as he tried to 
catch his beath. Legs tangling together above the covers. The heat still suffocating them. 


"You know, maybe 4 o'clock in the morning is a good time for fries and Pepsi." 
"You think?" 
"Yeah, as long as they come with a loud, mouthy fucker like you." 


"Well as long as it comes with a broad, blonde metalhead like you, maybe working to 4 AM shift isn’t too bad 
either." 


Same routine as always. The crickets sang in the humid San Francisco air. Air conditioners hummed from 
various nearby buildings. The squeaking of the duct-tape on James’ beat up sneakers added to the ambient 
noise that surrounded them at this time in the morning. As they got off their shift in the local sticker 
factory. 


The lights inside were warm in colour. The red neon sign flickered above the door. As always. Like it had every 


time they passed since they started working the night shift 2 months ago. 


Except now the thought of going straight home and shoving their faces in their own feathery pillows felt a lot 


less inviting. 

The bell on the door rung as they stepped in. The boom box still played the same unidentifiable music. 
The shit eating grin hadn't changed. 

"Hey squirt" 

| thought | told you not too call me that." 

"Whatever man" He smiled. 


The motormouth cherub smiled back at him. 


